MUSIC IN LONDON 1890-94

Romam, some overtures which we want to hear at least as much
as Antony and Cleopatra; that dozens of English musicians can
turn out as much Moszkowski ware as may be required; and that
unperformed works by Bach, Haydn, Mozart, and Beethoven,
of greater interest for Philharmonic audiences than the Venetian
suite, are to be counted by the dozen. I am all for living in the
present rather than in the past, as far as works on the same
artistic plane are concerned; but between the treasures of the
past and the trivialities of the present there should be no hesita-
tion in a society like the Philharmonic.

Mr Manns, who is what the Philharmonic ought to be, and
pretends to be, and is not, has produced a pianoforte concerto
by Burmeister, a young Hamburger, now settled at Baltimore.
The solo part was played by Madame Burmeister in a cheerful,
wifely, willing way, but, as it seemed to me, quite inartistically.
The work should be thoroughly revised and condensed, and then
played again for us by a powerful Lisztian pianist with no
domestic interests in the work to distort his or her artistic attitude
towards it. It will then be possible to say with more confidence
whether the concerto has any real stuff in it. At present it cer-
tainly has a great air of life and interest; but I failed to catch the
content of all those strenuous climaxes; and the only judgments
on it which I do not suspend are the unfavorable ones as to its
want of conciseness and coherence in its present state. Madame
Burmeister Petersen will, I hope, give us an opportunity of
hearing what she can do apart from her husband's music. The
rest of the concert was exceptionally interesting. Berlioz* Death
of Ophelia and Funeral March of Hamlet, both perfect composi-
tions of their kind, were finely executed; and the last act of Tann-
hauser was given with an effect which cannot be imagined by
those who have only seen it with the Covent Garden accessories.
The orchestral features could not have been made more of,
except at one point, the accompaniment to Venus* invitation, in
which the wood-wind produced nothing but a dry clucking,
appropriate enough to Telramund's defiance in Lohengrin, but
extremely unsuggestive of the voluptuous breathings of the
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